was blackened and pitted with bomb splinters, but inside
things were going on very much as usual.

The hotel there was certainly less of a hive of activity
than when I first arrived. It is an extraordinary place; a
sort of crazy, Hollywood-dream of a place, all chromium
plate and mirrors and the last thing in the world you'd
expect to find in Lapland. But it had been built for
summer tourists who go up to Petsarno and stop at
Rovaniemi for their first glimpse of the midnight sun.
When I went there for the first time three weeks ago, part
of the hotel was being used as a hospital. Part of the en-
trance hall was screened off as an operating theatre, and
the rattle of basins and medicine bottles mixed in with the
clatter of a battery of typewriters from the gallery above,
where, at that time, there were between forty and fifty
journalists.

But all that has changed now. We led a strange life
there during the last week; we were out of the hotel early
in the morning and didn't come back until late afternoon.
We spent the days in the woods a few miles away, going
there on skis. The day I left Rovaniemi three of us decided
to return to the hotel rather earlier than usual, as we had
packing and various other things to do before leaving.
We had ski-ed down a steep slope on to the frozen river
when the alarm sounded. Well, this was just about the
most unhealthy spot in an air-raid that we could possibly
have chosen and so, doing as I'm told the Russian ski-
patrols do when they're really in a hurry, we took off our
skis and ran back up the hill. We were all so completely
out of breath when we got to the top that we couldn't go
a yard farther. So we took the first cover available, which
proved to be, of all things, a row of bathing huts. We
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